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banyan tree, munche'd a dog biscuit contentedly. In
the dazzling sunlight in front of the long hotel veranda
a mullah walked up and down, blowing briskly on a
weird reed instrument. The sound had effectually;
roused the entire hotel. Green sun blinds were raised
all along the veranda. From bedroom windows
Chinese house servants peeped forth, calling noisily
to each other. A gang of Malay syces, frankly amazed,
stood at the stable entrance, their mouths wide open.
Snatches of the excited comment of British tourists
floated from the veranda.
**Ah, loo.k at him, beating the tom-tom with one
hand and unloading the camel with the other!"
" A Somali, he seems like."
"Yes, we saw the same troupe two years ago in
front of the Galle Face Hotel at Colombo. You
remember, Ada?"
" Perfectly. They don't seem to have changed at
all. I never saw the mango trick done better."
"You have to go to India to see the real mango
trick," said a bass voice. " The right men do not get
so far south as Colombo. Have you been in In4ia?"
The paraphernalia of the troupe was now arranged
The African raised the lid of a quaintly-plaited rattan
box. Two cobras reared their swollen heads. Hie
African, his eyeballs rolling, shrank back with every
symptom of fear.
"What a splendid actor 1"
"You remember, Ada, he did just the same in
Colombo?"
With a slightly swaggering gait the muDali
approached the box, blowing on his pipe. Oae snake